THEATRE OF ONE'S OWN

I had never seen the Passion Play of Oberammergau,
which was specially given in 1934 to celebrate the sooth
anniversary of its foundation.   Legend says that plague was
averted from the village by a vow to perform the drama of
Christ's life and death every ten years; and the sequence
would have been 1930 and 1940 in the ordinary course.   It
could be guessed that the 1934 series of performances would
be the last in the lifetime of many of us; and here was a
reason for taking the opportunity now.   The stage is in the
open air, and the background of its architectural setting is
formed by the mountainside ; but the spectators are covered
by the span of an unsightly modern auditorium, which in
this year was flying the swastika flag, in defiance, it was
believed, of the pkyers' wishes.   I had not realized that the
Pky itself would be so much dominated by the Passion
Chorus of singers. They intone a text devoid of poetic merit
either in German or translation ; but many spectators follow
the drift of the chant from a printed copy in their own
language, and so the ritual character of the performance is
much heightened.   The chorus leader was Anton Lang,
world-known as a former Christus, and his gift of presence
was inspiring.   Alois Lang, the Christus, had great presence
also, but it was of a kind too elemental to give significance
to scenes which were not full of strong action, such as the
driving-out of the money-changers or the trial before Pilate.
As they have always done by tradition, the peasants of the
village raised the Play on the shoulders of their own
simplicity and made every crowd scene memorable.  To see
this drama ksting seven hours one spent two nights in
lodging with a peasant or woodcarver and supping at his
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